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7! TENNY IN. THE BULL’S FIELD 


* Children," said Bill's mother one 
morning, "do you think you could 
go up to the farm for me and fetch 
me a dozen eggs Р” 

* All right, Mum," Bill answered. 
* We'll gonow. The tide is high, so 
it won't be much fun on the beach 
before dinner." 
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Bill's little friend Jenny was not 
much pleased. She wanted to stop 
in the garden and read her book. 

When Bill had fetched the basket 
and they were just setting off, Jenny 
said, “ Bill, I don't want to go all up 
to the farm. Couldn't I stop here in 
the garden ? " 

“All right, lazy,” said Bill, “but I 
think you might come to help carry 
the eggs, all the same.” 

“Oh, Billy, you know they won't 
be a bit heavy! I don’t want to go 
all up there now. Га rather stop 
here and read my book." 

Bill didn't mind the long, steep lane 
to the farm; he was so used to it. 

“All right, he said. “I don't 

a you need come if you don't like. 
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I won't be very long." 
And he set off alone. : 
Jenny ran back for her book. Then 
she crept into a dear little house they 
had made under the bushes, to read. 
She hadn't been there very long 
before Bill's mother came out into 
the garden. 
“Іс that Jenny I see under the 
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bushes ?" she called. “ Why haven't 
you gone to the farm with Bill, dear ? " 

*[ didn't want to very much," 
Jenny said. “Апа Bill didn't mind 
going by himself." 

“Well, I think it was a pity. The 
walk would have done you good," 
said Bill's mother.: “But it is not 
too late. You can go up to the farm 
.now and walk back with him. PI 
take your book back into the house 
for you." 

So Jenny had to go, after all. She 
wished very much now that she had 
started with Bill She didn't at all 
like walking up the lane to the farm 
by herself. She could not get used 
to cows. If she met cows when she 
was all alone in the lane, she knew 
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she would be afraid to 
pass them. 

'The lane was very 
steep and narrow, with 
high hedges. Trees 
met overhead and shut 
out the sun. It looked 
like a green tunnel. 

Jenny didn’t want to 
walk up it atall. There 
were no cows to be seen, 
but at any moment 
cows might come. = М. =: 
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Jenny went forward very slowly till 
she came to a gate. This gate led 
into a field which looked very sunny 
and bright after the dark, shady lane. 
It seemed to be quite empty, and 
Jenny thought she would go in there 
and wait about until Bill came down 
the lane. If she stayed near the lane 
she would hear him coming. 

Jenny squeezed between the bars 
of the gate and began walking along 
beside the hedge. Presently she saw 
something move in the shade of a 
tree on the other side of the field. 
Wasitacow? “Oh, dear!” Jenny 
thought. “Yes, it is! It’s a great 
cow lying down under the tree!” 
She turned round and hurried back 
to the gate. The animal had turned 
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its head to look at her, but now it 
looked away again as if it thought 
Jenny wasn't worth bothering about. 
It lay quietly under the tree and took 
no more notice of her. 

She was just going to climb out 
between the bars again when she 
noticed wild strawberry leaves in the 
hedge. Bill and Jenny had found a 
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few wild strawberries the day before. 
They were the first wild ones Jenny 
had seen. She thought they were 
like little dolls’ strawberries, they were 
so tiny; but they tasted very good. 
It would be lovely to find some more. 
She had another look at the cow; it 
was still lying down and taking no 
notice of her. “It’s silly to be so 
afraid of a cow," she thought. “I 
won't get through until I have looked 
among these leaves here by the gate." 

Jenny spied two strawberries, and 
then another and another. Then she 
saw quite a lot all growing together. 
This was lovely! But what about 
the cow? It was still lying quietly 
under the tree. Jenny grew bolder, 
and stopped looking round every 
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cow wascoming. She 
moved slowly along 
beside the hedge as 
she hunted among the xj 
leaves for the little red ЕС 
When she turned to go back she 
had a nasty surprise. The cow had 
got up and walked across the field 
while she was not looking. It was 
standing right in the gateway! Jenny 
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was nicely caught. How was she to 
get out of the field now Р 

“T shall just have to scramble over 
the hedge,” she thought. There was 
a place where it looked as if people 
had climbed over before, and Jenny 
turned back to it. She managed to 
scramble on to the top, but then she 
found that it was much steeper on 
the other side, and she couldn't get 
down into the lane unless she was 
helped. The only thing to do was to 
remain on the top of the hedge until 
Bill came along. He would help her 
down, even if he did laugh at her for 
being afraid of cows, 

Very soon she heard voices, and 
Bill and Mr. Sharp the farmer came 
in sight walking side by side. 
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* Hullo, M 
Ў Billcalled. “What 
are you doing 
up there? You 
mustn't get into that field, what- 
ever you do! "There is a fierce bull 
in it, Mr. Sharp says. He's coming 
to put a notice up over the gate.” 
“Now, then,” Mr. Sharp said, 
laughing, "who's breaking down 
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my hedges? It’s lucky we came 
along before you got in there." 

“But I’m not getting in, I’m trying 
to get out!” Jenny cried, as Mr. 
Sharp lifted her down. “Is that 
really and truly a bull? It seemed 
so quiet lying under the tree that I 
wasn’t afraid of it! Then it came 
over to the gate and I was afraid to 
go past. That is why I was trying 
to get over the hedge.” 

“Well, I never!” said Mr. Sharp. 
He held out a board for Jenny to 
see. “I am just going to put this 
notice on the gate!” On the board 
was written BEWARE OF THE 
BULL in big black letters. 

“We fetched him over early this 
morning,” went on Mr. Sharp, “ара 
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a rare old time we had with him. 
He tossed the dog, and would have 
got his horns into me if I had not 
been sharp by nature as well as by 
name. He'sa bit tired now, I reckon, 
after all his antics, and a lucky thing 
for you that he is!” 

“Why did you go into the field, 
Jenny?" Bill asked as they stood 
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looking at the bull through the bars 
of the gate, while Mr. Sharp nailed up 
hisboard. “If you did not stop in the 
garden to read your book, why didn't 
you come up the lane to meet те?” 

“Well, you see, Bill,” Jenny said 
rather shyly, “I was afraid I might 
meet cows, and I didn't want to meet 
cows when I was all by myself." 

Before she had time to say any 
more, Mr. Sharp gave a loud shout 
of laughter. He slapped his leg and 
said, “ That's the best joke I’ve heard 
for many a long day! She's afraid 
to meet my poor harmless old cows, 
and so she goes into the field with 
that fellow ! Why, after this morn- 
ing's work I shall think twice about 
crossing that field myself!” 
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JENNY IN THE | 
BLACKBERRY PIT 


Bill and Jenny set out together 
to see if they could find some black- 
berries. Jenny was very eager to 
pick blackberries. She had not done 
it before. Her own home was in a 
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very big town. She was spending 
her summer holidays with Bill, whose 
home was by the sea. It was in a 
lovely place. There were woods and 
cliffs to explore besides the beach, and 
there was the garden to play in as well. 

Bill and Jenny took their seaside 
pails to hold their blackberries, and 
soon they were climbing the steep 
cliff path. There were high bramble 
bushes on both sides most of the way, 
but all the berries on them were still 
red, or even green. However, Jenny 
spied one that was almost black on 
the end of a spray of red ones. 

She picked it to try. 

“That is not quite ripe,” Bill said. 


$ But leat them like that sometimes. 
I like them sour.” 
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Jenny bit it in half. “Ooh!” she 
said, screwing up her face. “It is too 
sour. It’s given me a pain in my 
jaw!” 

“ Oh yes, they do that sometimes,” 
said Bill. “And if you eat too many 
of them they give you a pain inside 
as well!” 

Jenny threw down the other half 
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and didn't try any more unripe 
berries. She thought they were much 
too nasty to be worth the risk of a pain 
inside. 

" Aren't we nearly there P" she 
asked. “I’m tired of going up this 
steep hill." 

“No,” said Bill. “It’s a good way 
farther." 

" We are very nearly at the top of 
the cliff,” he added; “and then it is 
much nicer.” 

This was quite true. There were 
no tall bushes to hide the view when 
the path reached the top. The blue 
sea lay far below on the left, and on 
the right were woods and fields and 
little farms in the distance. 

"I do like it up here ! " Jenny cried. 
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* Oh, just look at the rabbits ! " 

“Таш going to have a rabbit for a 
pet very soon,” Bill said. “I want a 
big, long-haired, white one." 

“I wish we had a garden at home, 
so that I could keep a tame rabbit 
too," Jenny sighed. 

. “Perhaps I could have two rab- 
: bits" ВШ said. “ Then one of them 
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could be yours when you stay with 
us for holidays." 

Jenny thought that would be 
lovely—nearly as nice as having one 
of her very own. 

Presently Bill pointed and said, 
“That must be the blackberry pit." 

It was a queer sunken place with 
steep stony sides and big stones at 
the bottom. Here and there down 
the sides and creeping among the 
stones were little low brambles. The 
stones held the heat of the sun and 
the steep sides kept out the cold 
winds. "Тһе berries here were really 
ripe—black, juicy and sweet. Jenny 
was thrilled. 

They climbed carefully down 

among the brambles and started to 
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pick. There were 
‘enough ripe berries A 
in that queer stony @@; 
place to fill both their е. 
pails, even though 
they ate quite a lot as they picked. 
At last, when there were no more 
to be found, they thought it was 
about time to go home. Then the 
trouble began. It was one thing to 
scramble down into the pit with their 
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empty pails, but quite another thing 
to scramble up again with full ones. 
Even Bill found it difficult. 

Jenny was not quite as nimble as 
Bill, and she kept on slipping. When 
she was half-way up, her dress caught 
on a bramble, she lost her footing; her 
dress tore, her pail tipped up, and 
down she slid, while all her berries 
scattered among the stones! 

It wastoo much to be borne. Poor 
Jenny sat at the bottom of the slope 
and cried. 

Bill had just got to the top, so 
he landed his pail in safety and 
scrambled down to her. 

“Never mind, Jenny, ГІ give you 
half mine. Mother will mend. your 
frock. We can pick up some of 
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your spilt blackberries, and then Pll 
help you to climb out." 

“They're. all 
squashed and dirty,” 
Jenny sobbed. “ And 
Im all over black- 
berry juice where I 
fell down on them.” 

That was the 
truth. Jenny had 
rolled down the slope 
among the spilt 


blackberries, and her dress was 
covered with purple stains. 

* Mother will wash your dress for 
you. ГИ tell her how you fell on 
them. Please don't cry." 

Bill coaxed in vain. Jenny wouldn't 
stop. She sat there and cried and cried. 

Bill was in despair. He left her at 
last and scrambled up the slope once 
more to see if there was anyone 
coming. There was no one in sight. 

Suddenly he heard a squeal. Some- 
thing was jumping in the bracken 
near by. What could it be? Bill 
ran to the spot, and he found that it 
was a poor little rabbit that had just 
been caught in a wire noose. It was 
the sweetest little creature. Instead 
of being brown with a white tail like 
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ordinary wild rabbits, it was snow- 
white. 

* Jenny! Jenny!" Bill shouted. 
*Quick! Here's a poor little baby 
rabbit caught іп a trap! It’s a little 
white rabbit! Come and help set it 
free." 

Jenny was up that slope before you 
could count ten. Her own troubles 
were all forgotten in an instant. 
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"Poor, poor little bunny!" she 
cried. “Oh, Bill, a white one! Isit- 
hurt? Can we save it P” 

Jenny held it still while Bill 
loosened the wire. At last it was free. 

“I don't think it is hurt,” Bill said. 

The little rabbit did not try to run 
away, but lay panting in Jenny’s 
hands. í 
. Jenny stroked it gently. “He 
isnt a common wild rabbit, is he, 
Bil?" she asked. "Aren't they 
always brown with white tails Р” 

" Yes, but sometimes there will be 
a white one," said Bill. * Dad says 
it is bad luck for them if they are 
born white instead of common brown. 
Their enemies can see them too easily 
and they soon get killed." 
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* Oh, Bill! He's such a sweet little 
bunny. Couldn't we take him home 
and have him for a pet? Then he 
can't be killed by his enemies, or 
caught in a trap again." 

Bill thought that was a fine 1dea. 

“I know," he said. “ Well make 
him a little nest of grass in your 
empty pail, and you can carry him 
home іп it." 
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Bill's mother was very much sur- 

. Prised when she saw Bill's pail so full 

of ripe blackberries, but she was more 

surprised still when she saw what 
Jenny had in hers! 

She frowned when shesaw the torn, 
stained dress; but Bill made haste to 
tell her about poor Jenny's mishap. 
Then she was much too sorry for 
Jenny to be cross. 

"You lost all your first black- 
berries!" she cried, « Oh, dear, that 
was very hard." 

"I don't mind about the black- 
berries now," Jenny said smiling. 
"Id rather have the little white 
bunny." 


30 


EXERCISES 
JENNY IN THE BULL’S FIELD 


1. Why was Jenny afraid of walking alone up 
the lane P 


2. Tell what happened to Jenny in the bull’s 
field. 


3. Why was the bull so quiet and tired ? 


JENNY IN THE BLACKBERRY PIT 


П 1. What happened to Jenny when she began 
to climb out of the pit ? 
| 2. Tell what Jenny brought home with her. 
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